CHAPTER XXIV
AN AIRSHIP STRUGGLE OYER THE ICE-PACK
Our ears were ringing with the rapidity of our ascent. It was growing colder at this great altitude. Vaniman jumped for the valve line and pulled it far down to let enough hydrogen out of the top of the balloon to prevent us going to still greater heights. Before the America stopped climbing we had the whole northern part of Spitzbergen spread out in one great frozen picture before our eyes, and I imagined that away in the east I could see Walden Island where the old Ragnvald Jarl had been crushed in the ice in 1894. Would the Arctics never bring me anything but bad luck?
And whilst Vaniman was working to stop our flight into the cloud I sat there wondering if I had the right to take the lives of my crew in my hand by holding her head to the north, equili-brator or no equilibrator. My own life, yes; theirs, no. And in bitterness inexpressible,, I told Popoff at the wheel to turn her around and steer for Spitzbergen.
Then ensued a struggle which none of us en-189